my mother thinking I would ask her help. She wasr
then earning her living by charring and weeding a golf-
course. tc^rhat would you do, mother, if I told you I
was going to have a baby?" I began tentatively. "Don't
bring your bloody bastards down here/' she snapped,
I don't think she would have said it if she had known
I meant my question seriously. But it takes courage
and confidence to trust one's sense of the kindly inten-
tion that lies behind the surly words, and I had Neither.
I said no more, and listened while she told me how she
had just had a tooth pushed out by a woman she had
called a hermaphrodite when she was drunk.
Victor called round for me once or twice in his
car and took me out, but we invariably quarrelled now.
He looked at me with the hard, cruel eyes of a torturer
calculating just how much pain he can inflict on his
victim. It was almost terrifying when I had forgotten
it for a minute or two and turned to look at him and
saw those eyes. I think I aroused a kind of disgust in
him because I was pregnant. The last time we met
was a cold, rainy day late in December* He motored
me out through the south London suburbs and we
stopped at the gate of a building estate. All that could
be seen tinder the headlights was wet bricks and rutted
mud and bare bushes; the rain pattered on the roof of
the car and splashed on the windscreen. He switched
the engine off and, looking straight ahead, told me he
was going to marry his other girl and was finished with
me. I imagine I cried. I know I accused him of using
me as a stopgap. He tried to console me by making
love to me*
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